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Fellow Eagles 
Another year has come and gone 
Knowledge was fertile and our minds have grown 
Comprehension of this poetry, some old, some new 
Just REFLECTIONS of the past, the things you wanted to do 
This issue of EX UMBRA’s collection of the best 
Majority, Love Ballads and Philosophies, we must confess 
These CENTRAL REFLECTIONS are more transparent than glass 
That’s why we dedicate these thoughts to you 


The “1980 SENIOR CLASS!!!” 


The Lone Drummer 


The Lone Drummer 
A religious ortented musician 
Miles away from his childhood dwelling 
A loaf on a lonely venture to fullfill a 
lifelong dream... 
To be the greatest 


With a single tool of his trade 
And a mountain of uncultivated alility and talent 
He taken on the world alone 


Ordered to graduate in 6-7 years 
you can't you're behind, no way possible 
musicanship ninth grade level 


Humiliatuon and embarrassment are now his teachers 
For every humiliated moment an accomplishment. 
For every embarrassing second a log on the 
fire of confidence and courage 


Four months later 
| can't believe it, you learn quick 
there's a chance, you're a bright kid 
work, work, work, work 


Seven months 
unbelivable college freshman level 
too much, finally recognized as a drummer 


The Lone Drummer 
Diciplines brother, prides cousin 
Mrs. Desires’ old man 
three years later the envy of all 


The Lone Drummer 
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A Tribute To The Afro-American Woman 


On the slaveships in chains 
you journeyed with me 

To a shore far distant from home 
You watched and you cried as millions died 

And they fed them to fishes to eat 
There was not enough food or room to sleep 

Our misery and suffering were great 
At times through it all you managed to smile 

And find ways to confort me 


Life was even harder in the strange new land 
They destroyed the bonds of a family 
Husbands and wives were sent seperate ways, 
Their children sent other ways still 
You watched as they made me a beast of burden 
And made me feel less than a man 
They made you a breeder, a field-hand, or nanny, 
You wept as they pillaged your daughters 
Countless times | tried to escape 
But each time | came back in chains 


Then came the time they told us they freed us, 
Our lot not much better to be 
Through the chains were removed no condition improved 
We went from being bound to being tricked 
As things got worse and | could stand no more, 
| decided to leave you alone 
Not thinking of you and the children we had 
| left you the problems to solve 


But somehow, some way, from deep down within 
You found the strength to go on 
you raised all our children without me, their father 
and managed to keep all together 
It’s actions like these that kept us alive 
And helped our race survive 
The debts | owe | can never repay 
To the Afro-American woman 
With love and respect | can never forget 
My mother, my wife, my daughter 


In freedom you cried for freedom 
seeking what was, but wasn’t. 
Lost, but turning to the match to 
revolutionize the Port City. 


How ashamed we were of you, 
acting like animals for what you said was a cause. 
Show me! 
| can’t see a cause, but | do see you behind bars, 
at the mercy of men who spell even their names backward. 


We march, sing, and raise money 
and write letters to ‘“The Honorable ........ 
and the ‘‘Honorable”’ and THE HONORABLE 
and for what? 
For you to come from behind bars to be again at the mercy 
of men who spell even their names backward. 


| am What | am 


| am what | am 
Regardless of what you want me to be 
| do what | feel is right 
Even if it means staying out all night 
What can you say? 
Nothing, cause it is something | want to do 
| listen to what you say, 
And watch what you do 
| am my own being 
Here to be free and purpose to live in reality 
So can't you see where | am coming from? 
No, cause you want me _ to go elsewhere 
Well, | am sorry you don’t believe 
In what | am and what | do 
I’ve got to make it for myself 
Because 
| am what | am 


You Are an Angel 


You are an Angel 
So full of graceful beauty 
You have a profoundness of sunshine 
That is filled with a special gleam of light 
That shines when | look at you 
Which makes all my dreams come true 
All through the day and night 
Excitement overcomes me whenever you are near, 
It makes me feel so wonderful 
To know that your thoughts are here 
A goddess you are, | say 
For it is surely true 
| have come to realize 
That | am deeply in love with you 
Take not this poem for mere fascination 
These words are from my heart 
They relate to you, a part of me 
And | trust you will never depart. 


GOODBYE 


That Black Woman with those cold brown eyes 
She called my truth a bunch of lies 
She stared me down and looked me over 
And said she’d see me when | was sober 
She called my trump and read my name 
She accused me of not knowing her name 


| went to her on bended knee 
A second chance for her to give to me 
She spoke one word and broke my heart 
And told me | should do my part 
She continued on with twisted face 

| felt rejected by the human race 

She took her hand and killed me dead 

| lost my life with each word she said 

She opened the door and said, GOODBYE. 


You Became 


You became 
my purpose 
and | became you reason, 
warmest, became our friend 
and time only our destiny. 
The images we found together 
as one became attained 
and we found destiny lied 
with time and time lied 
with, what we will share...someday. 


Testimony of the Dreadful War 


It has been three long years since 
the Dreadful War of our relationship. 
I've recovered quite remarkably from 

the painful Hardships. 


The sorrow-the grief-the cry of 
anger and hate-the cry of Love were 
all the ingredients of what we once 
shared, with the end results ending in 
total despair. 


God given Beauty (pretty eyes, natural hair)- 
My Dear, you were blessed. 
Faith and trust, 
You and your jealousy failed the 
teste 


Potentiality-we had it all...... 
imagine a son and a daughter in 
the Distance (Future) Stars. 


But when the wars came 
We fought to the Last straw 
| tried to negitiate and call an 
immediate Truce- 
your forces were too strong, 
I’m sorry | had to turn you loose. 


All the scars and wounds have healed now. 
And love | have plenty, regrets there are many....... 


But with my Faith in God and My Head to the Sky 
I’m sure to come out 
Winning! 


Under a Hundred Watt Bulb 


While sitting alone, | thought to myself, 
of life as a job, and freedom as wealth. 
| thought of an infrequent vibe | get, that makes 
me seek the fire. 
| thought of my purpose, my soul, my desires. 
| pondered on al! the noise in the world and 
looked for consolation. 
| listened to my favorite musician run off a 
common situation. 
| was alone, therefore | couldn't talk aloud. 


While sitting alone, watching the shadow of my 
hand, 
| thought to myself, 
| thought of friends, smiles and situations. 
| thought of eyes, and touching without flesh, | 
thought of smiling. 
| waited a thought, on men of my time said to be 
greater than I, 
| measured it all out, and the answer is endless. 
| also thought of how precious | feel of my skin. 
Well sitting alone, | thought to myself, 
that peace is really an individual thing, but then 
everybody’s different. 


While sitting alone, | thought to myself, how I’m 
still in awe by the shadow of my hand. 


If It’s Alright With You 


| want to be a friend, a friend of yours. 
Not just a friend, but a friend to whom can be a part of you 
| want to be that friend, if it’s alright with you. 
| want to be a special friend, a special friend of yours. 
| want to be a special friend of whom you would think the 
world of. 
| want to bea special friend with whom you can live a 
real and fantasy world. 
| want to be that friend, if it alright with you. 
| want to be a man, only a man of yours. 
| want to be a man who is human and prone to mistakes. 
| want to be aman of whom you can forgive for his mis- 
takes and be proud of him being himself. 
| want to be that man, If it is alright with you. 
| want to be a lover, a lover of yours. 
| want to be a loverfwith whom you can share your life. 
| want to be a lover to whom you can believe and cherish 
for all your born days. 
| want to be just a lover to whom you can honestly say, 
“a btOvery Our. 
| want to be that Lover, If it is alright with you. 


The Dragon 


It's so nice to share the midnight hours 
The sleeping time 
The half drowsy place with damsel hair towers. 


Flaming in the moonlit grotto 
The dragon’s teeth are flashing 
fire and brimstone. 


The siren beckons 
The muses retire to their secret delights 
Haunts dreamed of and joined together. 


Soaring 
Soaring above the meadows. 
The beauty, the beauty. 


In the Galaxy 


I’m a star in the galaxy 
thinking | really do have ultimate control over 
the destinies of my travels. 


This is not really so- 
For the places | come to 
| arrive there only by Fate. 

Almighty Master 
Guide me well, 

And shelter me 

So that from that destined plateau, 
| surely will not falter. 


‘’Mysel ft’ 


Complex... However...so simple— 
Behind a transparent facade... 
Don't you see? . 

She learned the rules to the game long ago 
But she often twists the rules and makes her own game 
Nevertheless 
She is formidable in many ways 
But she will never see 
For someone better 
She will always want to be 
And 
Time is the only one who will 
Figure her out 


No Matter How Hard | Try 


| have made many steps forward, 
Each time hoping to reach the top 
Somehow the world just seems to halt 
And then completely stops. 


For every step others take, 
The world just welcomes them 
Open arms and smiles of love 
But me it just condemns 


| have attempted to be the ideal person 
Independent, liberated and strong 
| have even attempted ‘acceptance’ 
Although | do not belong. 


Whenever | leave | won't return 
That | won't deny. 
Somehow | can not win for losing, 
No matter how hard | try. 


Let Me Jump! 


Again, unreality has become reality 
| am here in the midst of degradation 
| loathe this feeling! Must it be so? 
If it must, then so may It be. 


Let me jump. 
Let me ease downward as a fallen 
bird and feel my emptiness gain 
strength and become fullness. Then 
| will be ended. Pain, no more 
apprehension, no more, fear, NO more 
no more, no more, no 
no more, no more, no more 
|, nO more. 


Let me jump. 
Let me just for a moment be 
equated with ennoblement. 
Yes! |am higher than the clouds. 
I'll sing the song of defiance that the waves 
have harmonized over the years. | 
will succumb, but defiantly so. 


Ah---| feel the chilly river 
waters waltzing, dancing meerily over 
me. | am submissive to its will. 


There is no one here. 
We are alone, my watery 
grave and me. There is no one to 


intrude. No one will interrupt the intimacy 
of our togetherness. 


esac aeeenerecesscsetesessserereessesese 


Turn A round My Friend, | am Your Brother 


Turn dreams into reality, my friend 
Unlock doors to reasons why 

Remember the beginning has an end 

Never say you will fail, you ‘ve gotta try. 


Ask questions, you have got the right 
Remember before it is too late 
Opportunities are yours, no need to fight 
Understand now, please don’t wait 
Never say you are worthless, dumb, or lazy 
Doubt is bull and can make you crazy. 


Master yourself, motivate your mind 
You will know then who you will find 


Fear is like a pain in the a-- 


Retard the anger and wrath you show 
Interest yourself in the Black man’s class 
Endure pressures and pains, they come and go 
Need help with one problem or another 
Do not fail to ask me, | am your brother 


Instruct your knowledge and speak loud 
Make brothers and sisters you know feel proud. 
“You will learn as time goes on 
Out in this world, you can not make it alone 
Use your mind, you are not on no string 
Respect, respond, who let freedom ring? 


Be careful, brave, wise, and smart 
Reason with yourself and you will see 
Others attempt, but never start 
The fight is on, it is time to be free 
Hear my calls and hear my cries 
Empty my head of the white man’s lies 
Remember, | am UNIQUE, there is no other... 
Turn around my friend, | am your brother. 


Who Am |? 


When you cry and need me most, 
Who am I? 


When tears run down your little face 
and | feel that it’s my place 
to lend a hand in this time of need 
but you push me away, not allowing me to succeed 
Tell me now...Who am I? 


Where is the affection, where has it gone 
Why do | feel so all alone 
What ever happened to your gentle kiss 
tell me why I’ve missed 
the things that usually make my day 
all the things that made you say 
...who | was 


Am | your lover and your friend? 
Will | exist until the end? 
Why is there a sudden change of pace? 
Why is there no trust in me? 
Is it because |‘ll never be? 
the person that you prefer 
Tell me, please tell me,Who am I? 


Say It With Silence 


Nigger! Close your mouth, For you know, 
that from your mouth no wind should blow 
...80 Say it with silence. 


In times of slavery, we weren't allowed to speak 
Neither was he allowed to peak 
Could he ever express his mind 
or would he finally end up blind 
and his heart ached too 
for then he knew 
...that he had to say it with silence. 


His times were barred with trouble and strife 
Never was he able to live his own life 

Where could he trun, or where could he go? 
Was he ‘Free’ as far as he could see? 

Could he rise above, without being shoved? 

He was only allowed space, at the white man’s pace. 

So what did he have, what could he achieve? 

Nothing!...We had to talk in silence. 


Woman skating on Raft’s Pond 
(after Margaret Atwood’s poem, Woman Skating) 


A women in blue skims the rain 
glazed ice 
Beside the pond 
ponderosa pines hold 
snow on snow. 
(always the sweet pine aroma). 


Again and again 
she engraves circles 
around cattails planted 
in snow. 
Spinning in three inch circles 
she seems light 
as a snowy 
egret. 


Explanation 


In order to believe or understand this thought you have to believe 
that something comes from something; or before something there 
was nothing, which by something which we do not understand became 
something and formed everything there is. This in turn makes 
everything there is related. It also makes all humans Brothers 
and Sisters because we and everything else there is was made from 
the same force. Therefore, when you kill or hurt anyone you are 
killing or hurting your brother or sister. So maybe it would help 
things a little if everyone would open their eyes and try to live 
together. Because in the end the person that you kill out of evilness 
or might have laughed at, will get the last laugh at you, for your 
time will soon come to join him in Death, but one of you could 

be either eternally cold or cool and the other eternally hot . 


A Ship Without a Sail 


Through my times, | have mastered all my 
dreams that came reality. 


So, | am the Captain of my ship. 
Now my ship is motionless on the ‘’Sea of Uncertainty.” 
| have just sailed through a storm and lost some precious dreams. 
Out on the Sea of Uncertainty, | search for a beginning. 
| have been a Sailor, Explorer, and Navigator in my life. 
But now | am the Captain of my ship, ‘The Ship of Life.” 
lam on aship without a sail. 
| dream of floating my boat to shore. 
Oh, how weary | would be and my Love is there to comfort me. 
But, | dream on. 
Yes, | am the Captain of my ship, ‘’The Ship of Life.” 


lam ona ship without a sail. 


The Spirit of Youth 
Voluptuous as the first 
smelling of a Rose, 
Giddy with swiftness 
of actions, 
Florescent smiles 
longlasting and bright, 
Healthy pulse 
of constant passions, 
Everything spoken 
from the soul of pleasure 
Intoxicated by 
dreams and hopes. 


NGEU 


To whom it may concern and 
to all Black People alike, 


Striving for an education with 
the social life delight 


Hold your head high and 
reach for the stars above, 


Seeking to enhance the atmo: 
phere for all of us to love. 


We have to get on the right 
road with hurriedly haste, 


Because we have to acknowledge 
for ourselves that our mind 
are a TERRIBLE thing to waste. 


Opposites Attract 


So | get high and use a lot of obscene language, 
| don’t dress in accordance with your dress code, 
| chase a lot of women, never settling down to show my sincerety 
But | know, WOMAN, that | am burning deep in your mind 
Even more so than the women that | can include on my list. 


You are supersensitive and keep everything to yourself, 
You could be included in the top ten in dressing and natural beauty 
Your conversations are accompanied with polite smiles 
And you never spend a lot of time with anyone, but not for the same 
reasons as |, 
And to be honest with you, there is a deep desire for you burning 
in my mind, differently from the women included in my list. 


| say NO woman can make me settle down, | must have my freedom 
You say you won't settle down, it is not worth the risk, not now, 
anyhow. 
| am too loud, boisterous, and active 
You are too solemn, quiet and passive 
| express emotions, whether deceivingly or truthfully 
You, You are emotionless. 
| say | will not change for anybody 
And you are even more stubborn than |. 


Ain't it funny how different we are from each other 
But we are perfect for each other, because 
OPPOSITES ATTRACT’ 


My Letter to the World 


The world and all its gadgets 
Some people think that it is magic 
Some words and their alliteration 
THe United States and its proclamations 
What is freedom for BLACKS 
When freedom of so many things the United States lack? 
What pops in your minds when you hear the word....Negro? 
Most people think of the Ghetto 
How about the line ‘‘We came a long way, BABY ?”’ 
Some BLACKS in Boston probably think ‘‘We’ll see tomorrow, 
maybe.” 
Who is the highest being on Earth, Man? 
Some can't ‘Reach out, touch a hand, make a friend.”’ 
Some Whites got qualities just like some BLACKS. 
So, hey, be quiet, let them show you where they are at. 
One day no person's color will matter 
| will have that opportunity to be what | wanna be. 
Then the United States can shout in unison 
We have OVERCOME RACE’, Hallelujah, VICTORY!!!! 


Reality 


Life is a limited chance to be forever happy or forever sad. While 
living our mortal life here on earth, we are given a chance by God to re- 
ceive an everlasting life in a place of happiness which is heaven or ina 
place of sadness which is hell. As long as we live our mortal life, there 
is one great jeopardy which is the occurrence of our fatality. Once this 
has occurred, our chance for receiving our preferable immortal life or 
temporary preferable state of being is ended. Life has two entities, one 
of which determines the conditions of the other. The mortal life de- 
termines the conditions of the immortal life which has no end. There 
we may live life more abundantly or live within the burdens of death 
which is hell forever and ever. 


Express 


Untitled 


Laugh with me 
after you reach 
yOu say to teach 
of it to me 
and then remember 
that things will do only that 
which we expect them to. 


My Last Day 


If this way my last day on earth 
| could never say | never loved, 
because | loved you 
How much did | love you? 
So much that it hurt at times 


If this way my last day on earth 
| could never say | had nothing 
to be thankful for 
because | had you 
even if | didn’t have all of you 
| found someone in you 
| wanted to love 
How much did | love You? 
sae with everything I've got. 


If this way my last day on earth, 
in the name of Heaven, may 
The Lord through His almighty goodness 
Bless me with his salration and eternal life 
So | could be with you 
once again as he would 
Bless you with the same on your day 
How much did | love you? 
| was half of me when you were away 


If this was your last day on earth 
You could never say you’d never been loved 
because you were, are, and will be 
loved by me 


If this was your last day 
my dying day would be here 
for this day would surely be 

my last day on earth too 
How much did | love you? 


That’s how much | loved you 
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*ESE*SPECIAL SPECIAL SPECIAL SPECIAL SPECIAL****x 
Thanks to all forces that tried to halt our 
publication. But, being that we are EAGLES, Wore 

always rise above our obstacles and OVERCOME!!! 


This publication neither condones or discrimi- 
nates against any person regardless of race, color, 
creed, national origin, or handicap. 
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